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#717 


On why it has to be that writing 
comfortable garbage is the inevitable 
byproduct of living comfortably, with 
each fresh hell I wonder why the hooks 
towards artful utterance are set this 

way, & why I must become such an oyster 
just to confer into a leaking bucket, 
insecurely hung from abraded cables, 

a blue droplet not even of blood but 

of nectar, or wine, or whiskey— 


#1547 


this is 
what 
words 
amount 
to— 
festivals 
of ash, 
collapsed 
into urns, 
held 

up by 
timid folk 
for the 
bold to 
scatter. 


Conshohocken power lines in the rain — 
edges of buildings cut through whitened 
sky, as rising light topples privacy for 
squat-dwellers on the Schuylkill— I see 
power defining itself in lines, acrobatic, 
space-consonant, but always working 
within suburban, subaltern parameters— 
eternity decoyed from a rusty beneath. 


#1901 


Imagery is cheap, with nothing beneath— 
play a pretty part in puppet-world, against 
all but solipsism, is what you chose, as 
now you’re quarantined beneath the 
weight of your pretensions, impaled 

on the permanent lightning of your 

own cruelty doubled back— you can 

see yourself on the set, directing the 
action, mouthing the lines, arranging 

the press, except your body remains 
nailed, it is no cathedral, and in the 
corner the bucket holds only your shit— 


#2009 


America has its own pathetic fallacy— 
not that the moon loves the clouds, 
but that someone who knows us 
really loves us, is watching from 
above, tying together loose ends, 
reducing boundaries, corralling the 
populace into a virtual arena where 
we watch ourselves defeat all foes 
eternally. Just as mountains kiss the 
sky, all things happen for a reason, 
things right themselves in the end. 
Now, we’re pale for weariness, 
wandering companionless, and if 
we’re climbing heaven, we feel hellish. 


#2021 


#2030 


For those with roots in a cesspool, 
for whom family history is bathing 
in muck, there can be no question 
that symbolic language solves any 
problems— behind a square glass 
fagade, there are only acknowledgments 
of prevailing currents, with/against 
us, always a sense of arbitrary, 
rootless movement, continual 
transgression, moments fathered 
into existence in hopes of some 
seminal thrust, as we’re borne 
ceaselessly up from blue waves— 


If you attempt to 
create something 
solid from language, 
all the million 
harrows of your 
inadequacy must 
pursue you, what’s 
solid is harrowing— 


past your control. 

As for I, you had 
better sacrifice the 
whole construct, 
complexities & all, 

as it is all evanescent, 


and citcuits back to 
language show you 
all the magic 
prophecies of non- 
existence you not 


only fulfill, but harrow— 


#2042 


10 


If you’re lucky, you look for 
the dread of facing morning, 
can’t find it— you find what 
ever solidity you have, move 
on. But its there, & in snow- 
piles in parking lots, trees 
lining the little Conshy peak, 
stores yet to open on Fayette 
Street, it hides, waiting to 
envelope, dissolve, bury 
anyone who falters for even 
a minute, in its bloody maw— 


#2057 


11 


#2072 


A lesson in the world is 

a lesson in how cheap 
human life can be— I 

walk through the amusement 
parks of the “great ones of 
the world,” realize that the 
only permanent attractions 
are intoxicating smoke & 
flattering mirrors. If I go 

out of my way to eschew 

the roller coasters, its 
because the upper air is cyanide. 


12 


#2090 


Pm, I wanted to tell her, 

that last bit of Russia you 

just can’t conquer— so, 

as you retreat for the last 

time, with knowledge that 

the war is turning in my 

favor, I sigh that humanity 

has to be what it is— a little 
extra strychnine in my morning 
coffee, to settle me down— 


13 


#2094 


Three days before Christmas, its 
unusually warm, the simple fact 

of a solid grey sky redeems what 
torturous human complexities I 
have no way out of— where the 
sky begins is where we end, on 

the ground where gutters fit, I 
heave my own brain into the sky— 


14 


#2104 


If I don’t have a lot of nerve, 
somebody does— trying, in 
unspeakably unspeakable times, 
to speak the unspeakable— 


rain falls on Fayette Street at 
dawn, I’m having half a nervous 
breakdown, on an acid trip, 
pinning branches to the sky— 


15 


#2135 


Out of the apartment, striding down 
East Eden Street, I note how it might 
feel to be homeless—a desperate 


free-fall into nothing; while also gladsome 
Pm not homeless yet; desperation, 
thankfully, inaccessible. 


Yet also inaccessible is the warmth 
of a life richly lived, which I 
used to know well. As the sun rises, 


something or someone other than “T? 
sees the whole tableaux, meets me in 
the middle with it from above, 


wires, row-homes, branches, lights— 


the latent morning tense, trying, 
East Eden still asleep, I’m tired— 


16 


#2136 


The encumbrance, 

in a recession, as in Dante, 
against Wordsworth— 

there are no incidents 

or situations. People 

huddle in corners, die 

to themselves. Imagination 
colors things black, white, grey— 


nature’s primordial green 

struck here from view. 

The blackness is immaculate, 

in being what we 

are not, full. The “perfect image of 
a mighty mind” inverts into a 


perfect Void, hollowed under us. 
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#2138 


No matter how you define freedom, 

he said, no one wants to be the kind 

of free I mean to be, which is so damned 
free I can’t see five feet in front of me. 
Secretly, he just wants (he knows) to be 
a kid again, everything taken care of, 
supper waiting on the table; or part of 
the beau monde, gratified in desire— 

he peaks over ravines, home free— 


18 


Wifty old Wordsworth does his time- 
loops, the arabesques glisten when 
they’re good, you can ride them 

as on a monorail above the turmoil 


of a trying present, a past not your 
past, a magnetic pull of otherness, 
but ultimately you look up, there’s 
a fracas. The sun shines on whatever 


time-traipse you undertake, but it’s a 
timid sun, with so much pain in it, 
waste— ultimately, can you forgive 
yourself for enduring more garbage? 


#2131 


19 


#2132 


Why it means what it means 

to be “lyrical,” to write from 

the perspective of an “I,” & 

how this changes in a recession— 
I don’t pretend to understand, 

I just sit around doing the work, 
hunkered down in my mind’s eye’s 
bunker, where there’s enough 
sand to fill precisely one hour- 
glass, & I have two eyes to see— 


20 


#2126 


To feel your life flabby, 

as it becomes clear you 

were supposed to be gone 

before— I swim around in 

the muck of semi-solvent 

survival-ism, live in a trough, 

but words channeled through 

me dance in novel ways— 

my compact, against Wordsworth’s, 

is still skin on skin, & Pm still hungry— 


21 


#2086 


She got the text as she was lying 
down drunk— her old boss had 
jumped from a balcony & died. 
She stood up, peered 

out the window— a full moon on 
Abington. No cars had gone by for 
twenty minutes— she forwarded 
the text to me, & paced— 


I rightly made the wrong call— 


22 


#2080 


So much fear inheres in 

days, beside hopes our 

lives will finally freeze 

on a moment, a perspective 

we can live with, then just 
cease— I watch this 
conversation, two women 

as they dissolve into each other, 
each other’s submerged 

(to me transparent) despair— 
it is how they’re adorned, 

their adornment, earrings, 
rings, watches, bracelets, wherein 
I feel the day’s sagging skin— 


23 


Mysteries of the Main Line— 
why, for instance, it has to 

be that no one mentions 
anything substantial, but 

are able, beneath the surface, 

to generally shyster in all 
directions with the same 
self-complacent smile, 

until the jig is up & they, 

too, find themselves dead— 

at forty or fourteen— no 

one gets out of Main Line philosophy, 
one way or another, but a 
philosophy of clown-masks— 
who dictated these terms, & why? 


#2085 
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#2051 


Each day, I’m hollowed by 

the Recession’s vacuum, & 

either create my life or perish— 

no sense of safety or coherence from a storied 
past. As I walk Conshohocken’s 
streets, I note the sky, just before 
dawn, amusing itself in pastels— 

ice on branches over tiny front/ 
back yards— all held self-sufficiently 
in time’s objective indifference, 
which I now feel passionately about, 
for & against, December circuits— 
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#1899 


For me to seize a hatred, embrace 

it, Pd have to perceive a new level 

of visionary deadness, against the 
visionary, or something akin— see 
her stand, choked by bright colors 
hewn into silk, not lost in dizziness 
only because dizziness is her element, 
and why I hate her is because what her 
dizziness denies are possibilities of 
anything touching anything at all— 
she walks out the white door with 
the clear center, into murky rain— 


26 


#2040 


Idolatry of words, signs— idolatry, 
also, of anti-cognition— an American 
century subaltern, already (strangely) 


lost, forgotten in daily squabbles for 
survival, as money is either there or 
not, freefall becomes shorthand for 


normalcy. I walk through the ambient 
museum of human angst, buttons 
pressed, resources tapped but not 
drained, stop before an idol cast in 
bronze, face besmeared with grease, 


& realize the guards are murdered— 


I can take what I want, want nothing— 


27 


On the trip Ihad one mind, 
everyone else had twelve or 
more, I maintained weight, 

sat around doing nothing as I 
wandered a baffling universe 

of locked-in zeroes spinning 

all around the two talismans 
that gave the apartment its 
currents, Jimmy the Face, 
Martha the Mask, and they 
slayed all my enemies, countless 
piles of shit, while fame gave 
me bark to shave off and I 
complained of mirrored graves— 


#1300 


28 


#1913 


You watch, as in slow motion glass- 
hewn objects crash to the ground, as 
streams back and forth confirm, once 
again, you’ve cracked into a slug-pile 

of heartless psychopaths—I stand 

aside, jaundiced, wearing my own 

glasses, knowing blown glass to be 

how human interstices are knit, words 

to be an absolute sky of glass, and here 
Iam, speaking to you in transparencies— 


29 


Your guts tell you when 
something’s wrong— here 

I am at war in darkness— 

no moss over me, no 
camouflage— I lean forward— 
but oh the degenerate trenches, 
so very boring, passion kept 

to a minimum, fires aglow 
never, and my guts fear 

the soulless twerps, jealous 

that I might be brought low 

by some version of cripple’s 
wisdom— Conshohocken— 


#1176 


30 


#1302 


If you’re ever making love, 
and at the moment of 
orgasm have a vision of 
your mentor jumping from 
a high window, don’t resort 
to watching TV after, 
especially if you’ve just 
impregnated your lover, 

the emptiness in your eyes 
will be incomparable, some- 
one will be broadcasting your come— 


31 


Bottoms of barrels— 
where I go to get “P”? 


words to represent 
me, but constructs 


constrict me down 
to levels of humid 


air sucked vacuum- 
space out past sky, 


T can never be “I” 


#1088 
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#218 


The little bourgeois runt has had enough 

of feeling weak. He’s running five miles a 
day, eating raw eggs, seeing three shrinks, 
shagging his wife most nights, loving his 
kids, digging into his work like never before 
(and oh what important work it is), and, if 
he may say so himself, become such a lunatic 
that if they have to scrape his remains from 
the bottom of the Schuylkill, he won’t be 
surprised. All to rebel against impinging 
poverty, because the world is crumbling. 
Not with a bang but with a whimper, he 
gulps down a beer with dinner, where he 
preened and postured like a winner with 
everything knotted in his stomach. If he 
were raised to be rugged, he’d still be dead. 


33 


#219 


Everyone always looks forward to a fight 

if they’ve planned the fight themselves— 
they’ll brave the anticipated death, shake 

the anticipated curse, wake to hear Gabriel’s 
trumpet when it resounds like manna as they 
are already grave-bound. But nobody has 
ever known what to do about slow decay, 
gradual erosion, slow-motion entropy, the 
kind of shit that actually happens. You wake 
and half a handful of things have turned to 
shit, then three months of peace, then the 
same thing again. What this “T” has learned 
is that not everybody wins, not everybody 
lives, if you’ve got it in you to live you can 
still get killed, as deathly morons pull up 

a winning ticket for twenty more years of 
grand larceny. The lesson is that there is no 
lesson. What you can learn is to let go of it, 
everything, and let Gabriel play Miles ad infinitum. 


34 


#154 


Pm not blind or slimy, she told 

him, you’re just an asshole with 
unrealistic expectations. Summer 
outside: black and white buildings, 
covered in sweat. The picture evens 
out (roughly) to brown. She swoons 
at the idea of touching. I’m done 
with her, he tells himself, strained 

to keep his hands off el primo real 
estate. But the parents-built picket 
fence is stuck up his ass. Someday 
he’ll jounce it out, impale her on it— 
right through the heart. I wonder, she 
chimes blithely, if you can define slime? 


35 


#2054 


Twenty years ago I stood in 
the West Pattee stacks, as she 


wove a weird pattern around 
the center aisle tables to see 


me (for once, finally) face to 
face, elongated eyes stretched 


torturously across her severely 
boned, mask-hard visage— as 


I say to the kid, it matters to me; 
if I stumble, it’s because her eyes 


are equally torturous— Justine has 
her own tsunami I’m dumb before— 


36 


#2070 


To lunge from a pile of shit into 

pure ecstasy— I wonder how its done, 
even as I occasionally do it. If you 

hit the right frequency, maybe sun 
light hitting icicles on branches, an 
intersection arranged into a decent 
pictorial composition, or even the 
extreme modesty ofa free cookie, 

you get it, that there is a positive 
eternity to balance the infernal ones, 
try to hold onto that frequency, & I have— 


37 


#2099 


You want to stay insured, don’t you? 
Not like most of America, who’ll be 
called back to the Lord the first time 


the call is made— the horrible sickness 
in which insurance is love, forgets that 
love, genuine love, is the only genuine 
insurance— you get your mail & become 
Hamlet, do you open it or not, do you 


take longevity seriously anymore, dusty 


old windbag that you are, filling out forms? 


38 


#2095 


What a human life is worth— 
either you keep pushing your 
thoughts upwards or you don’t, 

& complexities are there to work 
with, emotions— its not a parking 
lot being rained upon on a dreary 
Sunday morning, its wont (the 
mind) to issue, from positions 

of singularity into multiplicity, 
even, literal knives to make their 
own incisions, mountains/valleys 
endure differently, worthiness/humanity— 
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